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Fuit baud ignobilis Argis, 





Qui fe credebat miros audire tragedos, 

In vacuo latus feffor plauforque theatro. 
Hic ubi cognatorum opibus curigue refectus 
Expulit helleboro morbum bilemque meraco, 

Et redit ad fefe; pol me occidifes, amict, 
Non fervéflis, ait; cui fic extoria voluptas, 


Et demptus per vim mentis graiffimus error. Hor. 


$2 ORACE, in the vaflage quoted at the 
head of my paper, tells us (after 4ri/lotle ) 
of a man, who ufed to fit in the empty 
theatre, and fancy that he faw real exhi- 
bitions on the ftage. We have the like 





account in another ancient author, of a perfon that ufed 


to wait with great follicitude the coming in of fhips into 
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the harbour, believing them to be his own property. The 
end of thefe madmen was alfo fimilar: they were both 
cured; and both complained, that they were deprived of 
the fatisfaction which they before enjoyed from a pleafing 
error of their minds, 


Tuar the happinefs and mifery of the far greateft part 
of mankind depends upon the fancy, need not be infifted 
on: Crede quod babes et babes, Think that you have and 
you have, is a maxim not confined to thofe only within the 
walls of Bedlam. I remember an humourift, who would fre- 
quently divert himfdf in the fame manner with the mad- 
men above-mentioned, and fupply his real wants by the 
force of his imagination. He would go round the markets, 
and fuppofe himfelf to be cheapening the moft dainty 
provifions; and when he came home to his fcanty meal, by 
the fame ideal contiivance he would convert his trotters 
into turbot, and his fmall beer into the moft delicious 
Burgundy. As he was a barber by trade, he would put on 
the air and manners of his cuftomers, while he combed 
out their wigs: with every bag he would conceive himéfelf 
going to court or a ‘idotto; and once, when he was fick, 
he got together three or four of the largeft tyes, placed 
them upon blocks roind his bed-fide, and called them a 
confultation of phyficians. 


Bur of all others, :here are none perhaps, who are more 
obliged to the imagination for their ideal happinefs, than the 
fraternity of which Iam an unworthy member. There is 
no fet of people, who are more ambitious to appear grand 
in the world, and yet have lefs means, than thofe gentlemen 
whom the world has ftiled Authors, Wit and pride as often 


go 

















No. 88. Th CONNOISSEUR, 531 
go hand in hand together as wit and poverty: but though 
the generality of writers are by the frowns of fortune de- 
barred from poffeffing a profufe fhare of the good things of 
this world, they are abundantly recompenced by enjoying 
them in fpeculation. They indulge in gclden dreams, at 
the time that they have not fixpence in their pockets, and 
conjure up all the luxuries of Pontac’s before them, though 
they are at a lofs perhaps where to get a dinner. Thusa 
Critic by a kind of magic will tcanfport himfelf to the thea- 
tres in an imaginary gilt chariot, and be ‘eated at once in 
the front-boxes; when in reality he ha: waited for two 
hours in Vinegar-Yard before the opening of the doors, to 
fecure to himfelf a corner in the twelre-penny gallery. 
Hence it,alfo happens to moft Authors, that though their 
way of life be ever fo mean, their writirgs favour of the 
moft unbounded magnificence ; and as they have nothing to 
beftow, a moft furprifing generofity alvays accomp anies 
every action of the quill. Thus a Novelift, for example, 
is remarkably lavifh of his cafh on all oceafions ; and fpares 
no expence in carrying on the defigns of his perfonages 
through ever fo many volumes, Nothinz, indeed, is more 
eafy than to be very profufe upon paper: An author, when 
he is about it, may erect his airy caftles to what height he 
pleafes, and with a wave of his pen may command the 
mines of Peru: and as he deals about his money without 
once untying his purfe-ftrings, it will coft him the fame 
whether he throws away a mite or a million; and another 
dip of -ink, by the addition of two or three gratis cyphers, 
may in an inftant convert a fingle ten into as many thou- 
fands. ‘We mutt not therefore be furprifed, that the heroes 
of our modern novels feem to poffefs the Purfe of Fortu- 


natus, 

















$32 The CONNOISSEUR. No. 88. 


natus, as their writers have all of them the power of his 
Wifhing-cap. 


But it muft be confeffed, that we Effay-writers, as we 
are the greateft Egotiffs, are confequently moft vain and 
oftentatious. As we frequently find occafion to prate about 
ourfelves, we ‘ake abundant care to put the reader con- 
ftantly in mind of our importance. It is very well known, 
that we keep tae beft company, are prefent at the moft 
expenfive place: of diverfion, and can talk as familiarly of 
White’s, as if we had been admitted to the honour of lo- 
fing an eftate tarere. Though the neceflaries as well as 
the luxuries of ife may perhaps be denied us, we readily 
make up for the want of them by the creative power of 
the imagination. Thus, for inftance, I remember a bro- 
ther Effayift, who took a particular pride in dating his lu- 
cubrations, From my own Apartment ; which he reprefented 
as abounding wita every convenience: though at the fame 
time he was working three ftories from the ground, and 
was often forced to fcribble upon wrappers of tobacco for 
want of other >aper. As to myfelf, I make no doubt 
but the reader ms long ago difcovered without my telling 
him, that I loll at my eafe in a crimfon velvet chair, 
reft my elbow on the polifhed furface of a mahogany table, 
write my eflays upon gilt paper, and dip my pen intoa 
filver ftandifh. 


Indeed, though I have taken upon me the Title of a 
Connoisseur, I fhall not prefume to boaft, that I am pof- 
fefled of a Mufeum \ike Sloane’s, or a Library equal to 
Mead’s. But as Pliny, and after him our countryman Mr. 
Pope, have left us a defcription of their elegant Vz//a, I hope 

it 
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it will not be thought arrogance in me (after what I have 
faid,) if I fet before the reader an account of my own 
Stupy. This is a little edifice fituated at a {mall diftance 
from the reft of the houfe, for the fake of privacy and re- 
tirement. It is-an ancient pile of building; and» hdngs 
over a {mall rivulet,. which runs underneath :it; and as the 
entrance into it is thaded by’ a thick hedge of :ever-greehé, 
which caft a kind of awful gloom about it, fome Jearhed 
antiquarians have been led to-conjedture, that it was formerly 
a Temple (or rather Chapel’ of Bafe,) dedicated to one of 
the heathen Goddefles. ‘This’ Goddets; they! inform. me, 
was worthipped by'the Romans, and svas probably held into 
lefs veneration by the Agyptians, Chaldees, Syridas, and. other 
nations. However this be, the walls on the infide are deco- 
rated with various infcriptions alluding to the religious rites 
performed there, and hung round with the rude rhymes of 


ancient bards, 


To this Srupy I retire conftantly every morning after 
breakfaft, and at other parts of the day, as occafions 
call. Here I am at liberty, to indulge my-meditations unjn- 
terrupted, as I fuffer no one to break in upon my privacy ; 
and (what will perhaps furprife my readers) I find in myfelf 
the greateft inclination to vifit it after an hearty meal. In 
this place I have made a very rapid progrefs_in literature, 
and have gone through feveral very learned volumes, which 
otherwife I fhould never have looked into. I have here 
travelled leaf by leaf through the works of many worthy, 
but neglected ancient divines, critics, and politicians ; and 
have turned over many a modern pamphlet or poem with 
equal fatisfaction. I muft not forget to mention, that (like 
the fcrupulous Mahometans) 1 have often picked up the 
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fragments of feveral learned writers, which have come from 
the chandlers, and lodged them, among others no lefs valu- 


able, in my Srupy. 


I may fafely boaft, that I am indebted for many of my 
beft thoughts in the courfe of thefe papers to the reflections 
I have had the leifure to make in this Srupy ; which pro- 
bably has the fame influence on my mind, as the ftew’d 
prunes, which Bayes tells us he always took when he wrote. 
But if my Stupy ferves to infpire me fometimes with agre- 
eable ideas, it never fails on the other hand to remind me of 
the mortality of writers; as it affords repeated proofs, that 
we may juftly fay of our works, as well as of ourfelves, 


Serius aut citius SEDEM properamus ad unam. 


T 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


|” aerate a pirated Edition of the CONNOISSEUR 
is advertifed to be publifhed by Mr, Faulkner in 
Dublin ; and as this can be no other than a mere Copy of the 
Folio Edition; the Proprietors think it neceffary 


To gve NOTICE, 


That a New EpitTi0n of this WORK will be 
publifhed next Month, in Two Neat Pocket Volumes, Price 
Six Shillings bound. 


N.B. The Papers are revifed and correéted, with feveral 
confiderable Additions, and the Mottos and Quotations tranf- 
lated and adapted to modern Manners, in a New Tafte, by 
the AUTHORS. A copious Table of Contents is alfo pre- 
fixed to each Volume. 








